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7 Onny Ladies in City and Country, I pray. 
Give ear to my Ditty, odſerve. what I 1ay, 
If you have. a ſweet heart that's charming and gay. 
Befure co not you flight him, nor turn him away. 


In fair London City this dro'l Jeſt was done, 
A-galtant brisk Lady wealthy and young, 
She had a young Chamber-maid who was ſo fait 
J hat few in tne city could with ber compare, 


wealthy young *Squire, a-Perſon'of fame, 
A courting unto this young Lady he come, 
Although the Mittre(s he courted, *tis ſaid, 
A hankering Mind he had after the Maid, 


Young Cupid his Arrows he quickly let fly, 
And wounded the *Squite fo deſperately, 
hat no Reſt nor no Comfort at all he could take, 


_ Saving, it that I hair der, my Heart it will break. 


| Muſt I flight a Lady of honour and Fame, 
Je weg with her Servant, it will be a Shame, 
1] be Girl the is brisk, young, charming and gay, 
To enjoy her perhaps I may find out à way. 


Indeed I'm willing to make her my Bride, 
Let lain | would have her to lye by my Side, 
Her: Miſtreſs to vifit | will go again, 
Pehaps | my Fancy may chance to obtain. 

The 'Squire ne er fail'd in the Viſits, "tis ſaid, 

A Kiſs to the Miftreſs, and fix to the Maid, 

Waun many fire Pr: ſents bock coſtly and rare; 


 Soying? Beſure keep it a Secret from yoar Lady fair 
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'Tis you. my dear Jewel, I come here to fee, 
For Fear that my Friends mould de angry with meg 
I teli them the Lady I court for my Wife, "y 
But Berty, tis you is the Joy of Life. "4 
| The 'Spuire he thought that the Cunning he'd play 
One Day when the Lady was out of the Way? 
He met Rliſtrefs Betty alone in the Room, 9 
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And thus to ſalute her iudeed did pteſumie. 


Faireſt of Creatures be kind unto me, 
A hundred bright Guineas V1! give unto thee; 
Then let me enjoy thee without further Strife, _. 
By , dear Betty, Ill make thee my \\ ife. 


The money it tempted the Girl to conſent, 
dhe pleaſed the *Squire, and gave him Content; 
He gave her a Kiſs then at parting we hear, 
Saying, I'll tor ever be true to my Dear, 


But Soon he forgot all the Vows that he made; 
Said Betey, He thinks that my Heart is bet1az'd; 
To tell tue young "Squire, P11 fiad out a way, 
So ſhe oh a T imme to hes Lady did ſay, 


Madam” a Sectet I have you to tell, 
| hope at My Hand you will nut take it ill; 
But ficſt you ſhall proiniſe me for to be true, 


As all the wavle Matter Ull tell unto you. 
To be tiue the young Lady did ſolemniy ſwear, 


JVour Father I heard ſor to fay, I declare, 
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Taat you ſuould net wed with that gallaut' Squire 
At this the young Lady began to expire. 


1 he ?Squire he came for to viſit. his Dear, 
and ſeeing her Cheeks a't bedewed with Tears, 
Alais! my deac Jewel, what means. this I pray, 
With a Million of Sighs ſhe to him did ſay, 


My 
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My Father, be ſays that I ſhan't be yout Bride, 
Why then I am utterly ruin'd be cry'd; 80 
But Betty ſhe through the Key-hole did peep, 
And heard'every word that the Squire did ſpeak. 80 


Who told you this News, my dear Jewel, hec: "4 
That Queſtiou ſhe anſwer'd it iſt de deny'd: Ar 
Come, let us contrive my old Father to cheat, A 
So there they embraced with Kifles fo ſweet. | 


To Church then we'll go in private, ſaid he, 
Suppoſe to the Miniſter we give # Fee, 

our Face ſhall be cover'd that none may you know, 
So they did conclude for to orcer it 10. 


Both privately we will goi n the Morn, 
And patt at the Church Door. ſo homewards returg 
At Night in the Dack to my Chamber may come, 
That my old Father may know what we have done, 


This F ancy Pl! tell you it pleaſed him well, 
But deareſt heſure you your Maid do not tell, 


And to mortow Morning let it be fo, 5 
This Day to the Parſon, my Dear, L will ge. 4 


My Father three Days in the Country is gone, 

And in the mean Time Love this thing may be done: 
TLhinks Betty, But I'1! he too cruel for thee, - 
For Miftre”s Bride I am refolved to be. 


1 Is ſoon as the Squire was gone as we dear, 
” Young Bezry ſhe goes, to her Lady fo fair; 
The Lady the quickly the Secret did tell, 

And Betty did ſrem to be pleaſed full well. 


Madan, if you will be counſel'd by me, 
5. - «th your Chamber in private I'd have you-to ſtay; 

The Servants V1! tell you are a viliting-gone, 
For if you're betrayed Madam, we ate undene. 
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The Bride was undre 
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a Medicine had got for to cauſe her to ſicep, 
While ſhe the young Squire did go for to meet. 


In the Morning early indeed ſhe aroſe, 
And dreft her ſelf ep in her Miſtreſſes Cloaths; 
With her Maſque on ker Face, to the Squire the went : 
And ſoon they were married to her great Centent. 


That Minute the marriage was over and dove, * 1 
According to promiſe ſhe home ward did come, POS 
Before that the . roſe, I declare, 


She cover'd the Landy up warm in her Bed, A 
And there ſhe did ſleep as if the was dead: tx! 
The Night being come, ſhe for Bed did repair. 


ExpeQiing the 'Squire, her Joy aud her Dear. 


At length comes the*Squire and opens the Door, 
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(3 ) 
The Lay ſhe liked her advice very well. 28 5 
Jo to all the dervants ſhe ſtraightway did ben. n 
Her Miſtreſs ſhe was a viſiting gone, 3% N 
co Gallants I pray now obſerve but the F un. *. 1 
That Night the young Lady with Betty would 1 
This crafty young Damſel moſt ſecretly, 
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in her own Rigging-ware. * py | 


Being eager ſaluted ber oace aud no more; * o' 


Put of his Cloths, and to Bed with his Bride, 


Bleſt be this Night my dear Jewel, he cry d. 2 


Stright way to ſalute her the *Squire did begin, oY N i ; 


What a Conſternation poor Soul was he in: 5" AS 
Saying, my dear, you have me. beguil' dg. 
If Ym not miſtaken, I think you are with Child. 7 

You are the Father. my cear, if l am. 

2 —8, ſaid the Squire. what is it I've done? ** 
Perform your Promiſe you made unto me: 1 

ad is it ſweet Berry that lycth by me. 1 4 | 
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Mow came yon the Secret to know I deſite; 
My Lady ſhe told: Why then, quoth the Squire, 
If ſhe was ſuch a fool, I commend thee, my Dear 
A Lady thou art of Five Hundred a Year. 7 


He ſtroak'd her Belly, and with her did play, 
The Lady ſhe wak'd by the Break of the Day, 

And miſſing ber Maid, to her Chamber did creep, 
Thinking that ſhe there the young, Squire might meet. 


As ſoon as ſhe enter'd the Reom, as we hear, 
Saw Betty in Bed, in the Arms of her Dear ; | 
What have I caught you, ye Strumpet, fhe cry'd: 
Hold there, fajd the Spuire, tor ſhe is my Bride. 


Had you kept your councel, you'd been in her place, 
Am 1 thus betray'd, *tis a ſotrowful Caſe: 
I'lt never truft a Servant more, I declare, 
So be gone from my pretence, and come no more here. 


'The*Squire aroſe, and took Home his Bride, 
And now ſhe has Scrvanis to run by her Side: 
The *Squire adores her, and calls her his dear, 
And is willing to Father the Child as we heat. 
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The Suldier's call to Arms. 1 
ARK! how the trumpets ſound to Battle, 

H Hark! how the thundering Cannons rattle, 
Cruel Ambition now calls meaway, 

Wnilſt 1 have a thouſand ſoft I hings for to ſay, - 
Whileſt Honour alarms me, 

And young Capid difai ms me, 7 | oe 

Young Silvia the warms me, 

| cannot away, | 0 


Hark! hark how Honour cal's me to Arms, 
Hark how the Trumpet {weetly Charms; 
- Silvia no longer now muſt be obey'd, A: 
Since Cannons are roaring, aud Enfigns cn 
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1 he theughts of Promotion, 
Inipires luch a Notion, 
Of Sttvia's Devotion, 


No more I'm afraid. 


Guard her for me ye Cæleſtial Powers, 
Fate crown the Nymph with happy Hours, 
May ſhe for ever unte me incline, —* 
et. | She's Beauty's Perfection, my Siα¹]¹s Divine: 
Heaven's now inveſt der, 
Ye Powers that have bleſt her, 
While | have carels'd her, BOY | 
n My Silvia Divine, 


Iod! my dear Serepbo n, do not brattle, 

ce, | Now you are marched into Battle; | 

Go not my dear. where loud Cannons do roar, 
I Pray tell not of Honour, but think of me more: 
re. Where Balls are flying, 

| There's I houſands a dying, 

And many more lying, | 
| All bathed in Gore 


Silvia, my warlike Heart is Chearful; 
Be is dut a Fool thai ſeems to be Fearfu!; 
Thouſands do go, brave men of tze beſt, .» 
Way ſhould I not venture as well as the reft : 
Through gow we mutt ſever, 5 
Forſake thee 111 never, 
My via for ever. 
Shall lodge in my breaf, 

Strephon, ſee how my Eyes flowine, 

Since to the Wars you muſt be going; | 
ray. Od! ſend my deareſt Jewel ſafe o'er the Main. 
Then $:1via may lodge in the Arms of her ſwain : 

The thought of your going, 

Sets my Eyes a flowing, 

It will prove my Ran, i v4, 
It you ſhould be flaſn, 
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[7 - She fail without Wine, Line or Lead; 


I met a Frigate under Sail, 


py _ Inftead of having Canvas Wings, | 
Her Ropes were Silk, her Bolts Gold Rings; - 


Then I ſaluted her with a Gun, 


| EY O then I Boarded her ſtraightway, 
PRs | Sde figh'd and ſaid be not cruel, Sir, 


My Name it is the Virgin Dove, 
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* blows 2 ſoft and oleafant Gale, 


Still ſhe wanted to be mann'd. 


Wird twelling Sails and Streamers ſpread, 
So ſweetly in the Wind ber Courſe ſhe ſteet'd 


into the Weſtern Port ſhe bore. 


Her ſails were made of Satten fine; 


She ſtrove fair Flora to outſnine. 


And at the Time ſhe did the like! 
She vaunted like the rifing Sun, 
And in her Pumb was loath te ſtrike. 


And on her Quarter-deck | came? 


And. will let you know my Name. 


m lately come from Phymouth Town, 
My loading is the Charms of Love, 
And I am for fait Venus bound. 


0 then I view'd ber every Part, 


Main-top. Main, , cabbin, Head and Stern ; 2 


But by her falſe deluding Tongue, 5 
I could no more of ber diſcern. A 


1 bunt myſelf a very Sbitt, 10 JU 52 5 
To get on ſhore, when the Tide was * . 


5 I turn'd my F rigate bout a drift, 


„e * is sone, and let her go. | 
. i 7 6 


